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	1. Balance

Balance. It's what the Force strives for more than anything. Everything that was made could be unmade. Everything that was light could become dark. And all the lives, dies. It was the reality of our universe. And not even the Force was above these rules. Just as much were the people who wielded it like a weapon or a tool.

Very few Force-users could straddle their senses upon the fine tether of Balance. These gifted individuals became known as the Gray Jedi. They were neither Jedi nor Sith. Neither Dark nor Rogue Jedi. They were what the Force should be; and often what it aspired to be.

It was difficult for the sound majority of Force-users to master both light and dark in such a way. To much darkness for a Jedi, and they would fall into the chains of the Sith. To much light for a Sith, and their mind would destroy itself with trauma. To almost everyone, the Path of Balance was an impossibility. A myth, at best.

And two of the best examples of Balance lived on the planet of Fresia.

Fresia was a desolate, desert world that was only known for it's experimental testing facilities scattered across the planet. New ships, weapons, and equipment were tested on this planet, which was convenient, due to its low population. It was the perfect hiding spot from both Jedi and Sith. From the eyse of Galactic society, anyone who lived out in these vast deserts was quickly forgotten.

The Jedi may not have thought that the Sith were still around; but, the Gray Jedi who were spread throughout the galaxy knew that they were never gone. The two Gray Jedi who followed the Path of Balance on Fresia knew better than to warn the Jedi Order of this. They had their own reasons, but only one among them made the decisions. For the other was still too young.

The last thing that those who follow the Way of Balance would want is to effect the longstanding battle between Light and Dark. But, soon enough, they might not have much of a choice. In wars between Jedi and Sith, the Gray Jedi are often pulled one way or another. Just as the next conflict to plague the galaxy would force many seemingly neutral planets to choose a side.

The Gray Jedi could sense a conflict on the horizon. It had been ten years in the making, but it was finally coming to a close. Before they'd be ready, the Jedi Order would find itself in the middle of a real galactic scale war. They would be forced to lead on the frontlines in a war they didn't want, but certainly helped start.

All that Gaida Seznea and Adam Pavall could do was hope that this war would not come after them as well. That is until Gaida found out who was leading one side of the war. She could sense it. Who it was. Count Dooku of Serenno.

Her old master.


	2. Visions

Gaida tore through her vision like a gundark through a carcass for what she wanted to find. She saw carnage, unconventional warfare, and the deaths of thousands. A war was beginning to pry out from the ashes of the past crises and the rise of the popular Separatists. At the head of this, she saw a man that abandoned her. A man that she loathed more than anything else in the galaxy.

It was Count Dooku. He was on Geonosis. There, everything would come full circle and a war unlike any other would begin scorching a path throughout the galaxy. She had to stop this. The only way she would be able to stop this would be if she killed Dooku.

Dooku was one of the Lost Twenty, a collective of notable Jedi who left the Jedi Order willingly and peacefully. The Count had always come at odd ends with the Council and the greater whole of the Republic, fearing the corruption of both beginning to rise. After the death of Qui-Gon Jinn, however, he finally broke off ties with the Order. He took up the title of Count of Serenno and built up his family wealth once again. Secretly, becoming a Sith Lord as well.

The Zabrak tied her hair back into dangling braids that were tied together, one band on each braid. Adam was outside the cave that they lived in, practicing his Saberstaff combat. She was proud to see that, even though she was never a Knight, she was an effective teacher. As Gray Jedi, both of them had come far.

Gaida Seznea often regretted the things she did in the past. The life she knew may have come to an end close to a decade ago, but the sting of painful memories and hard decisions could still be felt. She often regretted taking Adam from the Temple. Taking him from all the friends he would have made. All the knowledge that the Temple contained in its libraries for him to read. All the adventures he would have had with an actual Jedi Master.

The only thing she wanted, upon leaving the Temple, was to prove to the Jedi that she was not a failure as a Jedi. She wished to prove that wasn't like Dooku. Eventually, she realized that both Jedi and Sith are wrong in their own ways. Both sides cling to one Side of the Force or the other, never once considering the possibilities of wielding both.

The Jedi were often considered weak for not taking certain matters into their own hands or fighting more aggressively. It was what led many great Jedi away from the Order. The lack of a Jedi's will to strike down an enemy once and for all usually meant their own deaths or worse; which solved nobody's problem.

The Sith were always considered to be monsters. They cared only for themselves as individuals; hopelessly clinging onto power that would one day betray them. The very reason why the Sith have always fallen in ways that appear as though they could never recover. Their inability to use their powers for what is right will always be the reason why people will rise up to stop them and their schemes.

And now, Gaida was willing to take the best of both into her own hands, alongside her Apprentice, and fight back against the Dark and Light Side. If it meant making war on the Jedi Order, then she would welcome it.

The Zabrak made sure her lightsaber worked and threw on her cloak that helped block the blinding sand out of her eyes. A sandstorm was getting close. If they wanted to leave quickly, it would have to be now.

"Adam, we're going!" Gaida called out into the blinding, orange tinted wind.

The young Mandalorian sprinted back to her after retrieving his own cloak. "Going where?"

"Geonosis!"

She turned back towards the cave that was punctured into the large rock structure. When she got back inside she threw the cloak back down and went into another, much larger cavern. Inside, rested the two Jedi fighters she stole from the Temple. A large opening in the rock helped the cavern serve as a hangar for the fighters.

R4-X2 was working on Gaida's fighter; repairing the ignition coils on the engines after a sandstorm tore them up. R1-C3, Adam's droid, was working on his fighter. The droids were always working on something on this desolate planet they called home. The high winds and abrasive sands caused enough damage over long periods of time. It made sure that the two droids were always moving.

The chrome, silver polish on R4 was always coated in dust and had to be cleaned whenever Gaida or Adam had time to. The same could be said for the mix-match blue and red paint job on R1.

Adam was curious about their destination. He had plenty of time to study starmaps from the Jedi Temple that Gaida stole, but he knew very little about Geonosis. "What's on Geonosis?"

Gaida hopped into her fighter and got it ready for launch. "R4, prep the rings."

The droid whistled repeatedly and plugged into a nearby terminal. Two hyperspace rings popped up on Gaida's nav computer. They were resting in orbit, right were she left them last time.

She finally responded to her patient Apprentice. "Dooku. He's preparing for war."

"I know." Adam confessed. He pushed back his short, black hair. "I saw what was happening. Will we be too late to help them?"

Gaida knew Adam's intentions towards people, even Jedi. He was willing to strike down anyone who wanted to bring him harm, but he was more than willing to help the Jedi however he could. If this battle came down to fighting with or against Jedi, even Gaida agreed that fighting alongside them would be the best course of action.

But, if Jedi assistance could be avoided, Gaida would be even happier. The last thing she wanted was a lecture about coming back to the Temple. She wasn't that stupid. She didn't want Adam to become that stupid either, but if he wanted to go back, he would go back. She wasn't about to become a hypocrite and control everything that he did.

"That depends on how fast it takes you to get that ship running." She smiled. The one thing they had in common was how competitive they were. It was something the Jedi didn't practice in abundance, but the Sith used to thin out the weak and uplift the strong.

Adam smiled back, then hopped into his own fighter. He got it switched on in several flicks and pushes. It was ready to go in a flash. He was the better pilot out of the two Gray Jedi. The astromechs plugged into their ports on the fighters. The ships hummed to life as their repulsorlifts pushed the ships away from the abrasive earth beneath them.

They shot out of the opening in the rock, Gaida leading the way. Once they reached orbit, they flew into the clamps on their hyperspace rings. Their coordinates were punched in. The ships' speed boosted and they entered hyperspace.


	3. Covert

From the speed of light, the two ships began to slow down. Their readouts were telling them that they were in the system of Geonosis. They just had to find a good place to stop. A place where their signature would never be picked up by the Separatists. It was tricky to do such a pinpoint maneuver in hyperspace, but not impossible for a Jedi.

Gaida had sifted through her visions until she finally found Dooku. He was somewhere close to the equator of the planet, but still in the northern hemisphere. She was worried about everything else she saw too. There were droids and hostile Geonosians all over this planet. If the Jedi were coming to save their two captive members, they'd be massively outnumbered.

Adam began to sense it too. And not just Dooku, or the trapped Jedi, or the droids; the rest of the capable members of the Jedi Order were coming. In fact, they weren't that far behind them.

"Gaida, you sense that?" Adam warned.

Gaida turned her senses away from the obvious target and began feeling multiple, familiar presenses. It was the majority of the Order's best fighters. The Temple, and the whole galaxy full of Jedi must've been called to service here. But, why? Did they know about the Separatists? About Dooku?

It didn't matter. Neither side could know that they were here. Although, Dooku or some of the Jedi may had already sensed them. They couldn't chance it staying in space too long, nor could they in orbit. Separatist ships were coming out of hyperspace from deep within the system. Jedi fighters entered the system and immediately made way for the planet's surface, hoping to outrun any pursuers.

The two Gray Jedi came out of hyperspace inside the rings above Geonosis. It was gutsy, but it was their best chance of not being detected by any sensors. But it also effected their sensors and scanners as well. Asteroids streaked past their canopy's and collided all around them.

Gaida pulled her ship back in the formation and let Adam lead them through the mess. The asteroids were packed close together. Without Adam's flying skills, no amount of foresight would save them. They passed the asteroid rings and rocketed for the surface, leaving their hyperspace rings behind. And they weren't the only ones entering the atmosphere.

Somewhere off to the north, the Jedi were landing in a secluded area and began to make their trek towards what appeared to be a Geonosian arena. That much, Gaida could see. Adam was otherwise preoccupied with his senses. There was something down below. Not on the planet; beneath it. Something didn't feel right to him.

Gaida snapped him out of it when she finally found a place to land the ships and continue on foot. "Adam!"

"What?" He was taken by surprise.

"There's a clearing below. Land here." He did as she asked and lighted his ship down next to hers. They got out at the same time, Gaida on her feet faster than her apprentice. She looked around at their hideout.

The cavernous rock they had hid their ships in was just barely large enough to fit the fighters. There was only one way in or out, the top. It was perfect for hiding from anything that would bother to come searching. But, chances were that wasn't going to happen. The Separatists had bigger worries on their hands.


	4. The Most Boring Mission

"This is, literally, one of the most boring things anyone has ever done. Ever." Kate spoke with a snippy attitude. It didn't matter, though. Vindan was used to it.

Being an old Jedi didn't seem to count for anything anymore. The Jedi were numerous. They were prospering. With such numbers, Jedi could counter the wisdom of Masters. Vindan Taiexus was part of a dying breed. In his time, a Youngling would have been lucky to get a Master or a Knight to take them as a Padawan.

And now, most Younglings couldn't find a Master in time to complete their training and become Padawans. Which meant that plenty of Jedi would be spending their whole lives within the confines of the Jedi Temple. Vindan counted himself lucky not to be counted among them.

Vindan Taiexus was a very noble, Bothan Jedi Master. He had already gone through two Padawans in his time. Now, both of them had their own Padawans who were ready to become Knights. Kate was his third, and, as he promised the Council, his last. And for good reason.

In all his years, he never pictured himself getting gray hair before the Force called him to join the Living Force. However, only two years passed into the four years he apprenticed Kate, and he already had full gray hair. His fury face was withered and wrinkled. The four years of turmoil had done him no satisfaction.

Kate Topaea, a daughter of Anaxian nobles, was the most puerile Padawan you could ever meet. Her immaturity was only matched by her competitiveness and snottiness. She had very few friends and felt that she didn't need any. The life of a Jedi, to her, was one that she should tread alone. In all things. She was well preserved in the face. Her flowing, dark brown hair was put in a ponytail to make it less distracting and the hair that wasn't in the ponytail was pinned back as far as it would go. The hair caught behind the ponytail was thinly stranded and curled.

One strand of hair was put into a braid, but it was done so against her will. It was a sign that she was a Padawan, and it would only be removed when she rose from that rank to become a Knight.

She was slender, like most Jedi, including her master. But, her hips bowed out almost to about as wide as her shoulders. She was around five feet eight inches tall, so she wasn't as much of an imposing height as her master was; at six feet two inches.

Vindan was reserved and patient, given his years. Kate was headstrong and as impatient as an eighteen year old girl could be. Vindan enjoyed the calmer missions, like the one they were on now. Kate preferred a mission that entailed fighting pirates and crime lords rather than escort a simple, civilian transport.

However, a very influential Republic Senator named Kharrus recommended that he be escorted by some Jedi back home to Kinyen. The threat from the Separatist planets was increasing every galactic month. Kinyen was on the verge of joining these Separatists, but the Chancellor would see its people treated immensely well.

Kate dreaded this job as soon as it started. Kharrus was extremely boring and opulent. These two things put together made Kate's skin crawl. Granted, she was the daughter of well known Anaxian nobles but she never got a single credit from them. In fact, she didn't know anything about them. The Jedi would not let her grow attached to them; as the Jedi Code restricts such.

The message indicator on Vindan's fighter began blinking once they reached Kinyen. An image of Master Windu appeared. Kate tapped into the frequency on her own fighter and projected the same image. Her hacking skills had come a long way.

"Master Taiexus, we need you and your Padawan immediately. It is most urgent." Master Windu said with great haste.

Kate looked over at Vindan through the cockpit. Worry was present on both their faces. Vindan nodded and responded. "Very well, Master Windu. We will arrive at the coordinates that-"

"Hold on." Windu cut him off. Ki-Adi-Mundi and Plo Koon could be seen in the background. They were talking about something. It was something important. Mace, eventually, came back to Vindan and Kate.

"Change of plans. We need you to get to Geonosis, right now. We've got two of our Order trapped on that planet and we need to go save them. Wait for the rest of us outside the asteroid ring above the planet. We'll be there as fast as possible."

Vindan nodded once more. "Very well, may the Force be with you."

The hologram cut out and the two went into their own minds, which were full of questions. Why were they calling on other Jedi to come to Geonosis to rescue a couple of Jedi? Why did they call on a pair of Jedi who were attending another mission? The answers could have bounced around in their heads all day, but they didn't have time to sit there being idle.

Their escort mission was done. They had another one. Plain and simple. Vindan and Kate activated their hyperspace rings and uploaded the coordinates for the navigation computer. In perfect synchronization, their fighters shot off into hyperspace.

Geonosis, their target.


	5. Simple Milk Run

"A milk run, they said. It'll be fine, they said." Rian griped from the confines of his cell beneath the Geonosian Arena. "Oh sure, but how was I suppose to know that this was Separatist territory! I don't even know what was in those damn crates!"

The shouting was pointless. Most Geonosians didn't know any language other than their own. Besides, they didn't care whether or not he knew it was Separatist space. He delivered precisely what they wanted. Whether or not he lived wasn't their concern. Nobody was going to miss a simple Corellian smuggler that disappeared into Separatist space.

The guards outside his cell dropped their pikes and strolled on in. As one powered down his restrainment fields and held his arms back, the other beat him to a pulp. After several minutes of continuous punishment, the Geonosians propped the smuggler back up in his restraints and returned to their posts.

Rian chuckled antagonizingly, his usual self never taking anything seriously. "What? That's all you had? It kind of felt like a massage, now that I think about it."

Delivering cargo for the Hutts was often shady. Rian admitted that it was some of the most dangerous work he'd ever do, but it paid well. It was hard being a smuggler, especially in the current climate of the galaxy.

Delivering the type of cargo that Rian Sorrez was delivering was extremely uncommon. And to add the fact that it was being taken to an outer rim world was even more suspicious. The Hutts told him that it was going to be consisting of three live cargo, but failed to mention their size. They barely fit all at once onto the Whisper.

The Whisper was a Firestorm-Class armed stealth freighter; a modified Corellian freighter. It was truly one of it's kind. Rian stole it from an experimental testing corridor in a region of space know as the Maw. From there, independent scientists conducting all kinds of experiments in the cluster of black holes that made up the region. Using a prototype, Corellian designed vessel, it appeared to be just another brand-new ship.

But it was so much more than that.

It was a freighter of immense awe and wonder. The technology it held was way ahead of its time. The laser defenses on board could take out energy projectiles and hard ordinance from eight hundred meters away. It was equipped with heat seeking and laser guided boron missiles and two launchers. Its forward cannons were experimental mass drivers, which could tear through shields.

It was also one of the very few single ships in the galaxy equipped with a cloaking field projector. And with an improved sensor array, it could spy on ships without even being seen. Whether it was on the other side of a star system or right on the nose of an enemy ship, it couldn't be seen and it could get a full readout on an entire vessel.

Rian fell in love with the ship ever since he laid eyes on it. He loved it so much that he would steal it from the very heavily armed facility it was made in. It was completely unheard of for a seventeen year old to steal such a prestigious ship for himself and use it to smuggle illegal arms to swoop gangs and deliver medicine to crime lords to exploit the meek.

But, Rian learned one thing in life. There is nothing better about a good score than doing it by yourself.

The only problem was that this particular score appeared to be his undoing. And nobody was coming to help him.


	6. Loaded Up

ARC-0011 could think back ten years ago and wonder how he ended up where he was today. Why Taun We peered into his little embryonic canister and told him he was destined for greatness. Why out of the majority of his pod was he so special? Granted, he was an ARC Trooper, but he hadn't proven himself yet.

To the Clones, experience and rank would truly be determined on how you perform on the battlefield. Everything that the Kaminoans give you to fight with, the training they've given for the past decade, and every fiber of your being meant nothing until you put it to the ultimate test. The Crucible.

The Clones got the call from High Command that all Troopers that were combat effective were being sent to Geonosis. That dustball at the arse-end of the galaxy would be the genesis for the Clone Army, which was now the backbone for the Grand Army of the Republic.

ARC-0011 had been training endlessly for this day. The day when the name ARC Trooper would be put to the test. The day he would be put to the test.

He loaded up in one of the Acclamators with the rest of his brothers. The molecular programming in his body helped him resist almost all forms of stress. No Clone Trooper would be suffering from pre or post traumatic stress this day. Even if every single on of them was as green as an Aiwha pup.

This was the moment they were waiting for. The Crucible had begun. And Geonosis would be their bloodied stage.


	7. Predators

The 501st Legion. Predator Company. The closest thing a standard Clone Trooper could get to being an ARC Trooper. Most of the Clones in the Legion certainly were capable of being such, but the Kaminoans had enough ARC Troopers to deliver into battle on Geonosis and other battlefields.

Predator Company was one of the many parts of the 501st that was considered elite. Their scores back in the simulations on Kamino surpassed every other combat unit in the Grand Army of the Republic. Many believed they would be leading the charge on the battlefield at Geonosis. But, in all actuality, they were to be fighting in a far more removed place.

Republic intelligence changed like the weather over the course of a few minutes, every single time. The only thing that they were certain of was that the entire planet was hostile. Completely under Separatist control. The battle would be one of the largest in a long, long time.

So far, Predator Company was to be deployed to the bottom of a series of plateaus, a few miles away from the main battle. This flank had to be secured, or the Grand Army would have to fight on two separate fronts. Predator Company would be getting very little support and very little intelligence on the area. But, no one was more qualified for such a mission.

They would even be able to meet their Jedi General when they were to get there. He was often described as one of the smartest Jedi at the Temple. His strategy was simply marvelous to behold on the battlefield. The only thing wrong with him was his lack of combat experience. But, that accounted for most of the Jedi.

The Predators were led by a less than perfect officer, Captain CT-12-0917. The others called him Baron early in training. He was one of the roughest leaders in the army, and probably the entire 501st. He wasn't well liked for this reason. But his adjutant, LT-00-0109, was the best leader they had.

Where Baron charged his troops blindly into engagements, Dutch would think a little more wisely about attacking. When an option yielded desirable results, Baron would choose it regardless of casualties. Dutch, on the other hand, would look for other options. The Kaminoans tested their Clone Officers based on how fast they gave or retransmitted orders to their subordinates. Thus, Baron was given a whole Company to command instead of Dutch, who was left with a Platoon.

Dutch cared more for the men under his command than Baron ever would. The Lieutenant knew that it was the soldiers who made an army, not the officer. So, he actually preferred leading his own platoon and fighting in the muck and smoke with the shinnies.

Ultimately, however, they all answered to one man. A Jedi Knight named Isaac Caeren.

Caeren was the young, handsome, and talented hopeful of the Jedi Order. His old master, Shaak Ti, couldn't have been any happier for him. She had lost two other Padawans before him. But, this time, her apprentice had become a capable Jedi Knight. He may have only been at that rank for half a year now, but his credentials from his training in and out of the Temple made him suitable for his next assignment.

He was to be the first Jedi General in the newly erected Grand Army of the Republic. A title that carried weight to the Company and ARC Regiment that rested under his sole command.

He rendezvoused with Predator Company and the 15th ARC Trooper Regiment on Kamino, where he got the full run-down on their weapons, vehicles, tactics, and even some of their names.

The only ships that were ready for the immediate launch were the Acclamator Heavy Transports, but a single combat-oriented ship was also ready to go. The very first Venator-Class Cruiser to be released from the shipyards, the Opulent. It was to be the flagship for the invasion of Geonosis.

On Geonosis; Isaac Caeren, Baron, Dutch, and the fresh batch of 10,000 Clones would test their resolve, their bravery, and their loyalty. They would face an army of droids, the likes of which the galaxy had never seen before.


	8. Tension

The Jedi fighters stirred up enough dust to mask their landings, but it was also enough to alert Geonosian scouts that they were coming. Some of the Jedi decided to stay in their ships and take the scouts themselves. Then, they would return to the fight above in the atmosphere. That was where Kate wanted to be the most. She was in her element when she was flying. If it wasn't for Anakin Skywalker, others would call her the best pilot at the Temple. And like Skywalker, she was a highly skilled Padawan learner.

All of the Masters and Knights that could be mustered gather around in their own little groups. The all knew what was going on, why they were here. Most of them were informed upon arriving, but the sound majority of them were from Coruscant and already knew why they were now on Geonosis. Their target, the Arena, wasn't too far away. The plateau that they landed on was directly in front of the Geonosian Arena. It was a rather dramatic entrance, even for Jedi, but they were hoping to end this without having to put up a fight.

For a certain, belligerent Padawan, the reason for being here couldn't be any more obscure. Being the only apprentice on this mission, she had been kept in the dark thus far.

"What's going on?" She asked her master.

"Hold on." Vindan told her. Mace Windu approached. "Master Windu."

"Master Taiexus." Windu pulled out a hologram projector. It was an outline of the Arena that they were now standing in front of. "The Geonosians are holding Kenobi and Skywalker in the center of the Arena. We're going to go introduce ourselves and break up their little celebration."

"Sounds fun." Kate spoke outright.

Vindan turned to her with a glare. "It sounds dangerous."

Master Windu, among many other Masters, knew that there was tension between these two Jedi. It wasn't uncommon for two Jedi who were so familiar with one another, especially Master and Apprentice, to have such tension with each other. Mace decided to push such concerns aside for now. This certainly wasn't the time to settle petty squabbles.

"It might be, but we don't abandon our own. This outright injustice stops today." Windu pressed a second button on the projector. A hologram of Count Dooku popped up. Kate didn't know what to think of it when she saw him. "We also have it on good authority that Count Dooku and the Separatists are attending this execution. Our aim is to capture all of them alive. The Separatists want to start a war with the Republic, we are not going to let that happen."

"Very well." Vindan nodded, then addressed in important concern. "What about my Padawan?"

Kate felt hurt that her Master wondered what role she would be playing. She had hoped that he would back up the decision to put her in just as much of a dangerous situation as everybody else. She didn't want to feel left out. Not simply because she was competitive or capable of more than she looked, but because she was sick and tired of being bored all the time.

Master Windu looked down at her. He smiled lightly, sensing that she wanted to do her best. "She's already here. Let her come along too."

Topaea glanced back at her Master. "You won't get rid of me that easily."

"Well, at least I tried to keep you safe." Taiexus shook his head and draped his hood over his head.

Kate hated him every time he said that. She wasn't training to be a Jedi just so she can keep herself safe from harm. She was here to protect others from harm, not herself. She would have to prove to Vindan somehow that she was ready for a mission of this scale.

* * *

><p>"Hey, come here!" Rian shouted as the Geonosian guard on patrol passed by his cell. The guard stopped and turned to the prisoner, snarling. "Yeah you, dirt-muncher. Come here."<p>

The guard banged his pike on the bars of the cell. _"Silence!"_

Rian chuckled, antagonizing the guard. "You really think you scare me? You think you're gonna keep me in here, huh?"

_"Quiet down!" _The guard entered the room and jabbed the blunt end of his pike into Rian's gut.

Rian grunted softly as the pike left a bruise behind. "Why don't you beat me, huh? Come on, I know you want to."

The Geonosian looked up at the human that he had grown tired of looking at over the past few days. He figured that it would do no harm to him or any of his own to beat some sense into him. He leaned his pike up against a nearby console and approached the captive. He leaned down to turn off the restraining fields. Much to Rian's delight.

_"I've been waiting a long time to do this." _The Geonosian said happly. Rian understanding every single word he said.

"Yeah, I bet you have."

The restraining fields in Rian's feet turned off, freeing his legs. The Geonosian was too slow to turn off the fields that held Rian's arms. The smuggler swung his legs out and slammed them together. The Geonosian's neck was unlucky enough to find itself in between those legs when they impacted. Sorrez kicked the Geonosian back with a swift kick in the teeth. It landed on its back and barely moved. Rian latched his feet around the panel in front of him and pulled himself down. When he got close enough to touch the release lever, he kicked it off. He landed awkwardly on the restrainment pylon, but didn't hurt himself.

He stood over the Geonosian just as he was starting to come to. "Unfortunately, I've been waiting a lot longer to do this."

The last thing the insectoid saw was a leather boot plunging downward, into his face. Rian grabbed the Geonosian pike and pried the top panel off of a nearby chest in a mad dash. He recovered his weaponry and equipment. An XS-09 Sniper Rifle, designed to fight in an scenario and never miss. A vibroblade, for when things got too up close and personal. A Trandoshan particle launcher, altered to carry extra shells and fire from further distances than a normal shotgun would. Twin DE-10 pistols, prototypes, were his second most prized possessions. The first, was his ship, which he would be returning to in due course.

* * *

><p>The two Gray Jedi had found themselves too far from the Arena to catch up to the remaining Jedi. Gaida considered it a blessing. What she didn't consider a blessing was the freshly churned up sandstorm that they now had to wade through. She was using her silver bladed lightsaber to catch whatever sand attempted to force its way into her eyes. The sound that the sand made when it hit the blade was irritating her to no end. Adam was directly behind her, using one of the blades on his blue bladed saberstaff to deflect the abrasive sand.<p>

"How much further?" Adam called out, amidst the sandstorm. He thought he saw a shadow of the corner of his eye, but ignored it, given his current situation.

"It's not far now!" Gaida guessed based off assumptions of where they were before the sandstorm left them and their sensors completely blind. She could sense that something was troubling her Apprentice. "What's wrong?"

Adam had been feeling something off about this planet ever since he came to it. It felt cold, which was odd given how damn hot it actually was. He only felt like this when he was near some sort of Dark Side aura. If the Dark Side had a presence on this world, it would've been Dooku. At least, that's what Adam and Gaida figured. Adam was far more sensory superior to Gaida when it came to Force aura.

In fact, Adam wondered if that shadow he saw before wasn't really a shadow. Or maybe it was. Just not the kind he was expecting. It wasn't a normal shadow. It was wicked and evil. It was the work of the Dark Side.

'You know me.'

Adam activated the second blade on his saberstaff and swung it behind him. He got into a Soresu combat stance, his blade pointing ahead of him. Whatever whispered behind him was no longer there. He wasn't going to take any chance though.

'Adam.'

The youth's mind was not in the right place. He was treating this as though it was a fight. A fight with an invisible enemy. Gaida turned to the sounds of twin lightsaber blades whooshing in the burning sands. She could see the silhouette of her Apprentice swinging his saberstaff violently at nothing but gusts of sand and wind.

"Adam?"

Pavall noticed that his Master was watching him fight absolutely nothing. He felt off. Like he wasn't even there. Whatever was toying with him out in the middle of this desert, it was making him look like a fool. He deactivated one of the blades and calmed down.

"Nothing!" He shouted over the deafening winds. "Just thought I-"

A shadow within the storm came out of nowhere and tossed Adam into the deep sand. Suddenly, Adam was dragged off into the darkness of the never ending sandstorm the had engulfed him. Gaida gave quick pursuit, activating her Force Speed. Her body was like a mirage to the naked eye. Using her Force Sense, she managed to keep up with Adam. The only thing she couldn't sense was what was dragging him further and further away from where they were supposed to go.

"Adam!" The Zabrak shouted as she chased after him. When she finally caught up to him, the sand beneath him caved in.

"Woooooaaaahhhhh!" Adam shouted as the dune opened up and swallowed him up. The ground remained open, showing off a slanted tunnel that led down into the earth below.

"Adam!" Gaida cried out. There was no response. She couldn't even here her own echo over the rampaging winds of such a desolate planet. She got on her comlink. "Dammit! R4, I need a subterranean scan of the area!"

_"What for? How far out?"_

"My position, life signs. I've lost Adam." Gaida was getting frantic.

_"What do you mean you lost Adam?" _R1-C3 interrupted shrilly.

"It's exactly what I mean, R1! You can start scanning too!" Gaida wasn't going to take the blame for this. It wasn't her fault. And whatever was in this cave, it was resonating with the Dark Side. "I hope nothing bad has happened to him."


	9. Party Crashers

The Petranaki Arena was packed. The Archduke, Poggle the Lesser, had pulled out all the stops to appease his Separatist friends. His best chance of staying in power this far in the Outer Rim was to side with the Separatists and help them build their Droid Armies. This brought both business and pleasure. It was a chance to bite it's thumb at the Republic that had all but forgotten about them. It was extremely rare to find Geonosians anywhere other than their home planet. They were one of the most alienated and most forgotten species in the entire galaxy.

Contrary to this, the Separatists saw potential in them and recruited them to manufacture armies that could engulf entire star systems. These were armies without fear, remorse, or general care of any kind. There were no need for medics, bacta, food, or water provisions. All this army needed was power, which they had an abundance of. It these armies ever left Geonosis, the Republic would never stand a chance in armed conflict.

The Jedi knew this. They planned to end all of this in one day. One fell swoop upon the Separatists, the Geonosians, and Count Dooku, and this would all be over before it started.

Mace Windu and several of the best members of the Jedi Council took care of the upper level. The Master of Vaapad would attend to the Count of Serenno up in his main balcony that overlooked the entire Arena. The rest of the Jedi task force was tasked with clearing the stands and Arena below. Dispersing any and all Geonosians that would resist was the main goal. If it came down to it, the Jedi would have no choice but to destroy the garrison forces that held a stalwart defense of the massive structure.

The Jedi hugged the shadows, putting any guards that wouldn't be noticed to sleep. They were like the Nau-Jaguars of Pandor, patiently waiting for the perfect moment to take their opponents by surprise. They each reached out with the Force at each other, signaling when it was time to pounce.

"Kate, stay behind me." Vindan ordered.

Padawan Topaea was happy to disobey once more. "Not a chance."

"For the Force's sake, girl! Do you ever listen?" The Bothan did his best to keep his voice down as two guards on patrol were approaching them.

Kate raised her hands in a flash and brought them together. The Geonosians whacked their heads together against their will and slouched against one another. The Anaxian youth striding right past them. "Sure. I just don't follow if I don't want to. Figured you'd learn that by now."

The Bothan elder sighed, his patience being tested every second. He joined his fellow Padawan in the stands that laid just before the sands of the Arena. They got their signal from Master Windu, who lit his purple bladed lightsaber and pressed it against someone's throat in the overlook high above the Arena. The Geonosians noticed too late that they were surrounded by Jedi. Lightsabers burned to life as their wielders revealed themselves to a bewildered audience. Most of the lightsabers burnt blue, green, or yellow. Only a few burnt Silver, belonging to the eldest of Jedi; Masters that were better off staying behind at the Temple because of their age.

Kate ignited her magenta lightsaber close to some of the spectators. They jumped out of fright and began stampeding through each other to get away from the dangerous, yet beautiful, Jedi Padawan. Vindan joined her, igniting his light blue lightsaber close to him in a defensive stance. The Geonosians nearby spread the wings and fled for whatever they considered sanctuary. Amidst the confusion, the guards nearby abandoned their weapons and joined in the cowardice of the audience.

It appeared to be just another boring mission in Kate's eyes. Just walk in, flash the lightsaber, then walk out with what they wanted. Coming out to the Outer Rim, to a planet that wasn't often visited by outsiders, she expected excitement. It seemed like the Geonosians, the Separatists, and Count Dooku were all all outnumbered by a significant margin. However, Mace wasn't giving them the all clear.

Suddenly, Kate sensed something nearby. She turned back towards the stairwell that they took to get up into the stands. Within the darkness, amid the pronounced metallic stamping, she could see small red lights approaching. The small red lights began to get bigger and bigger. Shapes began to become visible as the objects marched further into the light of the Geonosian sun, Ea. Arm blasters popped out in plain view and erupted in red light.

Vindan could sense it coming and turned to help his Padawan deflect the incoming fire. This was it. This was the military force that the Geonosians had built for the Separatists. These hulks of metal and wiring that continued their march, devoid of all forms of fear and weaknesses of flesh. Some of the bolts were deflected back at the Super Battle Droids, but they hardly did any damaged to their torsos. This was a fight that the Jedi were going to lose unless they did something else.

"Uh... what now?" Kate asked, realizing the futility of fighting these things.

"Jump!" Vindan shouted, back-flipping into the sands of the Arena below.

"Uh, right." Kate Force Pushed the SBDs back and back-flipped as well. She landed beside her master.

They joined the rest of the other Jedi that charged into the Arena sands. All the other Jedi in the lower stands fell back to the center of the Arena, where they could manage a better defense against this new threat. All four of the executioner gates opened wide, revealing battle droids of all types charging out against their lightsaber-wielding targets. They were given new directives, kill all Jedi.

Kate and Vindan joined the others, charging amidst the thickness of Jedi ranks. They followed a cluster of Jedi towards the western gate to cut down the battle droids before they cleared the gate. The phalanx fire was too much for the Jedi to run into. The entire Jedi swarm halted immediately and worked on defending themselves against the laser fire. Kate and Vindan joined in the fray, deflecting whatever they could back at the SBDs. The main goal now was to protect themselves from harm until they could find a way out of this Arena.

The Geonosians were sending in their garrisons to assist the battle droids any way they could against the Jedi. Kate noticed a Geonosian entering a nearby gun emplacement. The Sonic Cannon was fixed onto the wall that stood over the executioner gate. It carried a heavy enough punch to put craters in the ground. It may have been ancient sonic technology, but it was still dangerous. A direct hit meant death by sudden hemorrhaging due to massive trauma from the impact. It was one hell of a way to die.

Kate noticed the turret targeting a cluster of Jedi that had begun carving it's way through the SBDs. Kate did her best to warn them. "On your left!"

It was too late. The drowning sounds of laser fire and explosions made it impossible for any of the Jedi to hear her warning. They were too preoccupied with the SBDs to respond in time. The cannon fired its faint green rays at its targets below. The explosion pierced the ground and sand shot up into the air. Jedi were flung in all directions, most of them still clinging to life. Those lives were quickly silenced by any battle droids that were quick enough to respond.

Kate vigilantly darted forward into the storm of laser fire. She carved one battle droid open after another. All that she left in her wake was scrap metal. Vindan could sense her aggression spreading like wildfire. She was losing her sense of calm in the face of danger. But, he was more than certain that she could handle herself in this fight. He let her go off to destroy the Sonic Cannon by herself.

Topaea leapt over the droids and gripped the top of the wall over the executioner's gate. She threw herself up, leg's first, kicking two nearby Geonosians onto their backs. Kate quickly met the downed Geonosians with a wide slash across their chests. They were severed in half and left to sizzle. The operator noticed Kate too late. She severed his arms, leaving them with a full grip on the firing handles as the operator fell back and ran away. Kate plunged her blade into the power core of the Sonic Cannon and slashed away from the weapon. The turret was now disabled.

The Padawan Force Jumped into the mix of battle droids below. When she hit the ground, she burst with a Force Repulse. Battle droids and small walkers alike were flung away and destroyed. Kate vaulted over a nearby Dwarf Spider Droid and impaled it between the eyes with her lightsaber. She lifted it with the Force upon landing on her feet. Treating it like a hammer, she pulled it over her head in an arc and slammed it onto the top of another DSD. She hurtled over both of them, her blade held low so it could cut both of them in two.

She found herself face to face with her Master, who was glad to see that she was unharmed.

Kate noticed someone familiar in the distance, amid the smoke and dust being stirred up. She pointed at another hopeful Padawan, who was protecting a Republic Senator in an overturned Geonosian chariot. "There's Skywalker! I always thought he was kinda cute."

Vindan didn't hear the last part, but he could sense the way she saw Anakin Skywalker. He pushed it aside as one of the many simple and lenient things she said without thinking. There were other things to worry about. A large cluster of SBDs and DSDs had encircled them and a few other Jedi. They all turned to fire on them, intent on mowing them down.

"Kate, get back!" Vindan put his back against his Padawan's and poised his lightsaber forward. "Back to back, now!"

"This won't work forever." Kate joined her Master's stance and began to deflect every last bolt that was projected towards them. Then, a new threat approached. It was an Acklay from the fungal world of Felucia. The giant beast stamped forward with it's sharp appendages piercing the sands. It shrieked violently and broke the two Jedi up. "It won't work now!"

Both of the Jedi rolled out of the way as the Acklay slammed its front two arms forward to try and kill both Jedi at once. The attempt failed and the Acklay didn't know which Jedi to attack first. Kate was faster in her response against the feral beast. She reached deep into the twisted mind of the tortured monster and turned it with the Force. The Acklay was deterred due to intimidation at Kate's invisible hands. All Padawan Topaea had to due was place the image of a Rancor in the monster's mind, and it fled from her. It whimpered like a broken pup and ran off into the thick of the fight.

"Keep moving!" Vindan shouted as he rejoined his Padawan. They both leapt into the fray, both Force and lightsaber poised to strike down every single droid in their way.

* * *

><p>Rian remained stealthy as he looked for a way out. He hated standing out and attracting attention. In his experience, that's how most of his business partners got killed. Hugging the shadows and not attempting to take too many risks would work just fine. A couple of the guards on patrol had to be knocked out, but the other guards hardly even noticed their disappearance.<p>

Eventually, Rian found himself at the top level of a Geonosian Arena. Taking cover amongst the alcoves near the top of the Arena, using nearby columns as cover, he set his sniper rifle and assessed the situation that was growing more heated by the minute down below.

"Woah, now that is a lot of Jedi." The smuggler could see the faint streams of light that were swinging rapidly down below. The Jedi were being surrounded by an army of battle droids.

Rian recognized some of them as Techno Union and Commerce Guild droids, but there were a few that were of Trade Federation design. The Geonosians themselves were adding to the gigantic battle ensuing down below. Some of them were attacking from the air with Sonic Rifles. The rest were equipping massive Sonic Cannons all around the Petranaki Arena, gunning down the Jedi in droves.

Rian took his time in targeting the cannon operators, just so he wouldn't miss. Within half a minute all of the operators were down. "Just how I like my bugs. Toasted."

The smuggler could see more and more Geonosians flooding into Petranaki Arena in order to take up the positions of the fallen turret operators. There were simply too many Geonosians to target properly. Rian simply decided to avoid the fast moving targets and turn towards the heavy SBDs and DSDs that were pushing the Jedi back towards the center of the Arena.

"Now, let's see what we've got here." Rian searched for targets, but kept getting a faint, magenta light flashing into his scope. He zoomed back on the scope and saw a beautiful, young Jedi tearing every droid nearby to shreds. "Ooo... hello there beautiful."

Suddenly, a pair of Trade Federation Droidekas began targeting her. She reversed her lightsaber grip and deflected the bolts back with no effect against the shielded droids. Pretty soon, they would get a lucky shot.

"Uhh, that's not good. Okay." Rian took one of his photon rockets from his bandoleer and fastened it to the end of his sniper rifle. He placed the settings on his gun to launch the projectile instead of shooting a common sniper bolt. He took aim and fired. The rocket landed in between the two Droidekas, their shields offering little to no protection against the explosion. The droids were taken out.

The Jedi girl looked behind her, following the trail of smoke the rocket left behind. She could see the sniper that saved her life. He waved back at her. "Don't mention it, princess."

* * *

><p>Gaida darted in between the droids like a mirage, leaving behind scrap. Her silver-bladed lightsaber leaving a faint trail behind her. She was like a ghost when she fought. She could sense that her objective was nearby. Ever since she reached the Petranaki Arena she had sensed it. Dooku was here. Not only that, but every Jedi of the Order was here too. She joined the fray as she entered the sands of the Arena. Using both Force and blade, nothing could stop her. The other Jedi noticed her and simply decided to stay out of her way.<p>

Gaida was looking for someone. Someone she could trust. A Master that she was close to when she was at the Jedi Temple. She could sense him nearby, but couldn't see him through the smoke and blaster fire. But then, she heard two Jedi arguing nearby.

"What do we do? They just keep coming?" It was a girl's voice.

Then, she heard the voice of the Master she was looking for. "Stay with the others!"

Within the smoke that was beginning to clear, she saw two Jedi. A human and a Bothan. The Bothan being the only one she was concerned with. Vindan Taiexus was someone she felt that she could trust. He was always open minded and trusted easily. Sometimes he trusted too easily for his own good. He was just the type of Jedi she could talk to about getting help with killing Dooku.

"Uhh... Master!" The human Padawan noticed the Zabrak watching them.

"Figures that the Jedi need saving." Gaida made her presence known. She joined them in a tri-directional defensive formation to better their deflection of blaster fire back at the SBDs that were trying to surround them. "Quite the rescue mission, eh Taiexus?"

The Bothan could hardly believe who it was. "Gaida Seznea? It's been nearly a decade since-"

The Zabrak woman interrupted. "Spare me the history lesson, old man. Where's Dooku?"

"The balcony." Vindan pointed up at the overlook, where Dooku peered down at the Jedi that were being pushed back to the very center of the sands. The Bothan Master wondered about Adam Pavall, the youngling that she stole when she had left the Order. "Where's the youngling you took with you?"

Gaida deflected more blaster fire. She was thinking of a way around this question, but figured that there was no point in hiding it. "I don't know."

Vindan Force Pushed his side of droids away in order to speak to Gaida without interruptions. He grabbed her shoulder and pulled attention towards him. Kate took charge of covering them from all sides as they talked.

"What do you mean you don't know?" Vindan pressured her for an answer that made sense.

Kate took some time to interject. "I believe it means she doesn't know."

"Kate, please." Vindan wasn't having it from her right now.

Gaida went on to explain after deflecting more incoming fire. "Adam was dragged beneath the desert into a tunnel. He's still alive and he told me to go on my own."

"Then why are you here?" Vindan wondered why she abandoned someone who was her responsibility.

She peered her eyes up at her old master. "I'm killing Dooku."

They both looked at her in shock. To take on a bladesman as skilled as Count Dooku was practically suicide to most other Jedi. An apprentice of Master Yoda, to boot, meant that such a confrontation would lead to Gaida's death. But, both Master and Padawan could see in her eyes that she didn't care. Every time she saw his face, she felt herself linger towards the darkness.

"Sounds like a plan to me." Kate said outright.

Gaida turned away from Dooku for a brief time and looked down at the Padawan that opened up a path to the rest of the Jedi with the Force. "I like her, Vindan. Way better than your other Padawans."

Gaida ran for the gap, Kate and Vindan following close behind. But first, Topaea figured she'd have one last arrogant thing to tell her Master before running off. "Told you."

Vindan grumbled out of stress and joined his fellow Jedi in the center of the Arena. They were completely surrounded now. Their numbers dwindled to the point of there being less than forty left. The battle was turning desperate.


End file.
